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TO THERIGHT 
VVORSHIPFVL, BOV N- 


tifull and vertuous Ladie, the Ladie 


Elizabeth Hatton, Wife to the right Worſhipfull 
Sir William Hatton Knight ,inereaſe 
of all honorablevertues. 


= =elourning as well az many (right Worſhipfull Le- 
{ Py "} by for the late lofſe of the r12ht pn. x 


deceaſed Ynckle, whoſe death being the commons 
M[preiudice of a preſent age,aes lamented of mo#t 
Yay OY (5/201 all) and 1 among the re#t forrowine that 
GN SB Conntriewas deprined of him that lived not 
for himclje,out for his Conmrie,1 began tocallto mind what a ſub. 
ieit was minijtred to the excellent wits of both Yninerſitiesto work 
Frey worthie a knight,and ſo vertuous 4 Tuſticiarie, had 
by his death left many memorable actions performed in hu life,de« 
ng hiehly by ſame rare men to be regiftred. Paſsing owner 141 
daies inthu muſe,at - 4 I perceined mens hamor- ſlept,that loue of 
many friends followed no farther thentheir graues,that CArt was 
growen idle, and either choice ſchollers feartd to write of ſo high 4 
ſubieft as his vertnes, or elſe they dated their deuotions no furtber 
then his life. While thus I debated with my ſelfe,I might ſee(to the 
great diſgrace ofthe Poets of our time )ſome Mycanicall wits blow 
up mountainesand bring forth miſe,who with their follies did ra- 
ther diſparage his Honors, than decypher his vertues : beſide, as 
Virtutis comes eſt inuidia,ſo baſe report who hath her tong bli- 
ſtered by ſlanderous enuie, began as farre as ſhe durſt, now after his 
death, to murmure, who in his life time durſt not once mutter: 
wherupon touched with a Fealors iealouſie ouer his wonderfull ver- 
tues,T could not, whatſoener diſcredit I reapt by my preſumption,al- 
though 1did Tenui Auena meditari,vwt diſcouer the honorable 
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' 5 * - _ |}, TheEpilleDedicqrarie- i [- 1 5; 
que ſo worthie a Counſellor, g1ot for anie priuat b, ef I euey 
adof him which ſhould induce me  fanorably ty (latter hisworthie 
partes,but onely that 1 ſhame to let ſlip with ſilence,the vertues and 
honors of ſo worthie a knight whoſe deſerts had bin ſs many andſo 
great towards al.T herfore (right worſhipfulLadie)1 drewe a fitt1a 
called A Maidens Dreame,which s it s Enigmaticall, jo it a 
mot without ſome ſpeciall and conſiderate reaſons . Whoſe ſlender 
Mule preſent unto your Ladiſhip,induced therunto, firſt, that T 
knaw you are partaker of your husbands ſorrowes, for the death of 
hi honourable Vncle,and defireto heare his honors put in memo= 
wie after his death, as you wiſhed his aduancement in verines to be 
great in his life: 4s alſo that I am your Ladiſhips poore Countrima, 
axd hauc long time _ to gratifie your right worſhipfull father 
with ſome thing worthic himſelfe. Which becauſe I could not to my 
content performe, 1 haue now taken oportunitie to ſhew my auetie 
50 him in his daughter, although the gift be farre too meane for ſo 
worſhipfull and vertuous a Lady .T el hoping your Ladiſhippe will 
' with courteſie fanour my preſumine folies, and in grations 
acceptance Vouc of my well meant labours, 
| I humbly take my leaue. 


Your Ladiſhips humbly at commaund 
R. Greene. Nordonicenſis, 


1 


A Maidens Dreame.; 


TE thought inſlumber as lay and dreamt, 

Lfawe afilent ſpring raild in with Teat, 

From ſunnicſhadeor murmur quite exempt 
The glide whereof gainſt weeping flints did beat, 
And round about were [eaueleſle beeches ſer, 
So darkeit ſeemed,nights mantle forto borrow,” 7 
And wellto be thegloomie den of ſorrow, 


"% 


About this ſpring in mourning roabes of blacke, 
Wereſundrie Nymphs or Goddefles me thought, 
That ſeemly fate in rankes iuſt backetobacke, 

On Moflic benches : Nature there had wrought 
And cauſe the wind & ſpring no murmure brought 
They hd the aire withſuch laments and groancs, 
Then REccho ſigh'd outtheir heart-breaking moncs, 


Elbow on knee,and head vpon their hand, 

As mournertsfit,ſo fat theſe Ladies all, 

Garlands of Eben-bowes whercon did ſtand, 

A golden-crowne, theirmantles were of pall, 
Andifrom their watetie cies warmeteares did fall, 
With wringing hands they ſatand ſigh'd like thoſe, 
LThathagmore grictethen well they could diſclole 


Tlooktabout and bythexfountT ſpied, 

A Knightliede ad yo all in armour clad, 

Boy redand/ ipurd,a taglchion by his lide, \ 
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A Maidens Dreame. 
She ſeemed wounded by herpanting breath, 
Herbeating breaſt with ſighs did fall and riſe, 
Wounds was there none, it washer mafters death, 
That drew Eleqrumfromher weeping etes, 
Like ſcalding fmoake her braying Gol outflies, 
As Decredo mourne when arrow hath them galled 


Sowasthis Hinde with Hart-ficke pains inthralled.. 


| Tuſtat his head there fate aſumptuous Queene, 
I geft her ſo,for why,ſhe worea crowne, 
Yet were her garments parted white and greene, 
Tierd likevntothepictureofrenowne, 
Vponher Japſhe id hisheada done, 
Vnlike toallſhe ſmiled on his face, 
Which mademe long to know thus dead mans caſe, 


As thus Tlookt, van Tuftice toariſe, - 

I knew the Goddes by her equall beame, 

And dewing on his face balme, from her cics 
Shewct his viſage with a yearnfull ſtreame, 

Sad mournfull didfrom her arches gleame; 
Andliketo one, whom ſorrow deepattaints, 


With heaucd hands ſhe poureth forth theſeplaintss 
T he Complaint of Inſlice. 


0 toward Twins that tempers humane fate; 
N/ whofromyourdiſtaffe draws thelife ofmag 
Parce impartiall to the higheſt ſtate, 
Too ſoone youcuwhat Clotho carſt On 
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<A Maidens Dreame. - 
Your fatall doomes this preſentage mayban, 
Foryou haue robd the worldof fuch aknight, 
As beſt could skil to ballance Tuſtice right. 


His eyes were ſcates for mercyand forlavw, 

Fauour in one,and Iuſtice inthe other: 

The poore he ſmoth'd,the proud hekeptinaw, 

As iuſt to ſtrangers as vnto his brother, 

Bribes could not make him any wrong toſmother. 
 Fortoa Lord,or tothe lowe ome: "© 
Stil conſcienceand the caves ſet down the doome, 


Delaying law that picks the clients purſe 

Ne could this Knightabide to heare debated 

From day today(thatclaimes thepoor mans curſe) 
Nor might the pleas be oucr-long dilated. 

Much ſhifts of Iaw there was by himabated. 

With conſcience carefully he heard the cauſe: 
Then gaue his doome with ſhortdiſpatch of lawes. 


The ou mans crie he thoughta holy knell, 
Noſooner gan their ſuites to pearcehis eares, 
Butfairc-eyed pitic in his heart did dwell. 

And like a father that affetion beares 

So tendred hethe poore with inward teares. 

And didredreſſe their wrongs when they did call: 
Bucpooreor rich he ſtill was tuſtto all. 


Ohwois me(faith Tuſtice)he is dead, 
The knightis dead that was ſo tuſta man-" __ 
-py B 


A. Maidens Dreame. 
And in Aferas lap low lies his head, © 
Who whilom wonders in the warld did ſcan. 
Tuſtice hath loſt her chicteſt lim,what than . 
Artthis herſighes and ſorowes were o fore: 


Ando ſhe wept that ſhe could ſpeak no more. 


. Thecomplaimt of Prudence. 
FA Wreathof Serpents bout her lilly wriſt, 
Didſcemly Prudence weare: ſhe then aroſe 
- Aftlter Dove, ſatt mourning on herfiſt 
Teares on hir cheeks like dew vponarole, 
And thus began the God efle greeful gloſe, 
LetEngland mourn,for why? his dates are don 
Whom Prudencenurced like herdearelſt ſonaes 


(Hatton )at that I ſtarted in my dreame, 

But notawooke: Hatton isdead quoth ſhe, 
Qh,couldI pour outtearcs like to a ſtreame, 
A ſea of them would not ſufficientbe, 

For why our agehad-tew more wiſethen he. 
Like oracles,as were Apollos ſawes: 

So were his words accorcantto the lawes. 


Wiſdome fatewatching in his wary eyes, 

His inſight ſubtiLif yntoa oc, | = 
He could with counſcls Commonwelths com priſe, 
No forraine wit could Hatton ouergoe = 
Yet toa frend,yviſc, ſimple,and no mo. 
His cjuill policievatotheſtate '' | 

= CY | | Scarce 
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_ Maidens Dreame, © _ 
Scarce left behind him nowaſecond mare. 


p For Countries weale his councel did exceede, 
And Eagle-cycd he was to ſpica fault: 

| For warres or peace rightwiſely could he reed: 
Twas hard fortrechors fore his lookes to hault. 
The ſmooth-fac'd traitor could not him aſſault, 
As by his Countries loue his grees did riſe: 

So to his Countrey was he {1mple-wiſe. 


This prudent Counceller ynto his Prince 

Whoſe wit was buſied with his Miſtres heale, 
Secret conſpiracies could wel conuince, | 
Whoſe inſight perced the ſharp-eyed Ling. 
He is dead,atthis her ſorowes were ſo ſore: 


And ſo ſhe weptthat ſhe could ſpeake no moxe. 


| This graue aduiſer of the Commonyweale, 


The complaint of Fortitude. 


"Ext Fortitudearole vhtothis Knight, - | 

And by his ſide fate down with ſtedfaſteye : 

Abroken Columb twixt herarms was pight 
She couldnot weep en out yernful cries, 
From Fortitudeſuch bale affects nil riſe, : 
Braſſ-renting Goddefle,ſhe cangotlamene, 
Yetthus herplaints withbreathing ſighs wereſpent 


. 


Within the Maidens Court,place ofall places, 
I didaduancca manof high degree:: --- | -- */ 
2.0 B22 


Whom 


A Maydens dreams. . 
Whom Nature had made pom with all her graces 
Inſerting courage in his noble heart, | 
No perils drad could euer make him ſtar. 

But like to Sceuela,for countries good, 


He did not value for to ſpend his blood. 


His lookes wereſterne,though in a life of peace 
Thoughnot in warres, yet war hung in his browes: 
His honor didby martiall thoughts increaſe, 

To martiall men luing this Knight allowes, 
Andby his fword he ſolemnly avowed 
Thoghnotin war,yet if that war werehere, 

As warriors do to value honor deere. 


Captenshekeprandfoftered themwith fee, ; 
Soldiers were feruants to this martiall Knight, + 
Mer mighthis ſtable full of Conrſers ſce, | 
Trotters,wvhoſe managd lookes would ſom afright. 
His armorie was rich and watlike dight. 

And he himſelicitany need hadcraucd, . -- - -- 


Wouldas ſtout HedFor hauchimſelfe behayed, 


I loſt a ftend whenasTloſthis life,  - 

Thus playnedFortitude;and frownd withall, 
Curſed be Arrapes,and cut herknete, 
Thar made the Captcnotmy gad tofall,' - .: _ / 
Whoſe vertues did his honors high inſtall, 
Atthis ſheſtarigand wrongontlighes{; ſores 
Thatwhat for gxigthes tonguccouldſpraknomort 
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A Waytens Dreame. 


T he complaint of Temperance. 


Hen Temperance with bridle in her hand, 
| Did mildly lookvpon this liuelefſe Cord, 
Andliketo weeping Nobe did ſtand, 
Her ſorrowes and her tearcs did wel accord, 
Their Diapaſon was in ſelfe-ſume Lord 
Here lies the man(quoth ſhe)that breath'd out this 
Toſhun fond pleaſures is the {iweeteſt blifle. 


No choice delight could draw his eyes awry, 

He wasnot bent to pleaſures fond conceits, 
Inucigling pride,nor worlds {weetvanitic, 

Loucs luring follies with theirftrange deceits, 
Could wrap this Lord within their balctul ſleights 
But he deſpiſing all, faid man was grafle: 

His datcaſpan, 6 ommiavanites... | 


Temperate he was,andzempered al his deedes 
He brideledthoſcaffeds that mightoffend, 

He gaue his wil ao more the raines then needs, 
He meaſured pleaſures cuer by the end: 

His thoughts on vertues cenſures did depend, 
What booterh pleaſures that ſo quickly paſſe: 
When ſuchde]ights are fackle like toglalle. 


Firſt pride of life, that fibtilbranch of ſinne, 

And then theluſting humor of the eyes 

And baſe concupiſcence which plies her gin, 
Theſe Sirens that doe worldlings ſtil intifc, 

? B ; Could 


A Haydens Dreame. 
Couldnotallure his mind to think of vice. 

For heſaidſtil, pleaſures delightitis: 

T hat holdeth man from heauens deliteful bliſſe, 


Temperat hewas inenery cleep extreame, 

And could welbridle his affects with reaſon: 
What Lhauc loſt in looſing him then deeme 

Baſe death,that tooke away a man ſo geaſon, 

That meaſurd euery thought by ryme and ſeaſon, 
Atthis herſighes and ſorowes were ſo ſore: 

And ſo ſhewept that ſhe could ſpeake no more. 


The complaint of Bountte. 


Ith open hands, and mourning lookes 
dependant, _ (mansloſle 
. Bounty ſtept foorth to waile the dead 
On her was loucand —_ bothattendantr, 
Teares in her eyes,armes foldedquiteacroſlc: 
Sitting by him-vpon a turfe of moſſe. 
She ſigh'dand ſaid, here hestheknight deceaſed, 
Whoſe bountie, Bountics$lorie much increafed, 


Hislookes were liberall.andin his face 
Satefrank Magnificence with armes diſplaid: 
His open hands difcourſt his inward grace: 
Thepoorewere neuerattheir needdenaid:. 
His cards ſcorn of gold his deedes bewraid. 
Andthis hecrau'd,no longer for toliue: | 
Then he had power,andmind,and wil to glue. wy 


le 
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OAH Madens Dreame. | 
N o man wentemptie from his frankdiſpoſe, 
He was apurſe-bearer vnto the poore: 

He wel obſcru'd themeaningotthis gloſe, 
Noneloſc reward that geueth of their ſtore: 
Toall his bounty paſt. Ay metherfore 

That he ſhould dje,with that ſhe ſigh'do fore 
And ſo ſhe weprthat ſhe could ſpeak no more. 


T he complaint of Hoſpitalitie. 


Ame of a leg.as ſhe had loſt alim 

Startvp kind Hoſp:talitie and wept, 

She filent ſateawhile and ſigh'd by him 
As onehalfe maymed tothis knightſhe crept, 
Ar laſt abouthis neck this Nimph ſhelept, 
And with her Corwucopia in her fiſt: 
For very louc his chilly lips ſhe kiſt. 


Ay me,quoth ſhe,my loue is lorn by death, 

My chicfeſt ſtay is cracktzand ] am lame: 

He that his almes franckly did bequeath, 
Andfed thepoore with ſtore of food: the ſame 
Euen he is dead,and vaniſht is his name. ; 
Whoſe gates were open,and whoſealmes deede 
Supplicd the fatherleſle and widowes need. 


He kept no Chriſtmas houſefor once ayeere, 
Each day his boards were fild with Lordly fare: 
He feda rout of yeomen with his cheare, 

Nor was tiis bread and beefekept in with care, 
His wine and becre to (trangers werenot ſpare. 


A AMaydens Dreame. 
And yetbeſide to al that hunger greeued,- 
His gates were opc,and they were thete relecued. 


Welcould the pooretel where to fetch their bread, 
As Bauſis and Philemon were ibleſt: 

For feaſting Tupiter in ſtrangers ſtead, 

So happy be his high immoral reft, 

That was to hoſpitalitic addreſt. 

For few ſuch liue,and thenſhe ſigh'd fo ſore, 

And ſo ſhe wept that ſhecould ſpeak no more. 


Then Courteſie whoſe face was full of ſmiles 
And frendthip with her hand vpon hcrhare 
Andrender Charitic that loues no wics, 

And Clemencic her paſſions did impart 

A thouſand vertues theredid ſtraight vp ſtart, 

And with their teares and ſighes they did diſcloſe: 
For Hattons death their harts were tul of woes, 


T he complaint of Religion. 


Ext fromthe fartheſt nooke of all the place, 
Weping full ſore,thererole animph in black 
Seemelic and ſober with an Angels face, 
Andſighd as it her heart-ſtrings ſtraight ſhould crak 
Hir outward woes bewraid her inward wracko. 
Agoldenbooke ſhe cariedin herhand, 
Itwas religion that thus mcekedid ſtand. 


God wot her garments were full looſlic tucked 
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AM HMaydens Dreame. 
As one thatcarcleſſe was in ſome deſpaire, 
Toratters were her roabes and veſturespluckt 
Hernaked lims wereopento the aire, 
Yetforall this herlookes wereblith and faire, 
And wondring how religion grew forlorne, 

[ ſpiedher roabes by Hercfie was torne. 


This holy creatureſate her by this knight, | 

And ſighd outthis,Oh here he lies (quoth ſhe) 
Liueleſle,that did religions lampe ſtill light, 
Deuout withoutdiſſembling,meeke and tree 

To ſuch whoſe wordsandliuings did agree, 
Lip-holines in Cleargie men he could not brooke, 
Ne ſuchas counted goldaboue theirbooke. 


Vprightheliu'd,as holy writ him lead, 

His faith wasnot in ceremonies old, 

Nor had he ner found toies within his head, 
Ne was he Iuke-warme, neither hot nor colde, 
But in religion he was conſtant bold, 
Andſtillaſworne proteſled fo toall, 

Whole lookes were ſmooth, harts pharefaicall, 


Thebrainfickeand illiterate ſurmiſers, 
Thatliketo Saints would holy be in lookes, 
Of fondreligions fabulous deuiſers 

Who ſcorndthe Academies andtheir bookes, 
And yet could ſin asothers in m_ nookes. 


A HMayaensdreame. 
To {uch wild-headed matcs he was a foe: 
Thatrentherrobes,and wrongd Religion ſo. 


Ne was his faith in mens traditions, 

He hated Antichriſt andall his traſh 

He was notled away with ſuperſtitions,] 

Nor was hein religion oucr raſh, 

His hands from hercſic he loued towaſh. 
Then|baſe report, ware what thy tongue dothſpred 
Tis ſin and ſhame for to bely the dead. 


Hart-holy men heſtill keptat his table, 
Doctors that wel could doom ofholic writ, 
By them he knew to ſeuer faith from fable, 
And how the text with iudgement forto hit: 
For Phariſies in Moſcs chaire did{it 

Arrthis Religion ſgh'd and greew' {o ſore: 
Andl1o ſhe weptthatſhe could ſpeak no more, 


Primate.. 


Next mightI ſcearowt ofNoble-men, 

Earles, Barons, Lords,in mourning weedesattir'd; 

I cannot paint their paſſions with my pen, 

Nor write ſogacintly as their woes requird: 

"Their teares and fighs ſome Homers quil defird, 

But thisIknowtheir grict was for his death: 

Thatthcie lad jeclded nature, liteand __ Loh 
| , cn 


cn 


MH Maidens dreame, 


Milites. 
Then came by Souldiers trailing of their pikes, 
Like men diſmaid their beuers were adown 

Their warlike hearts his death with ſorrow ſtrikes, 
Yea war himſelfe was ina ſablegowne: 

Forgriefe you might percelue his viſage frowne 
And Scholers cameby,with lamenting cries: 
Wetting their bookes with teares fel fromtheir cies 


Plebs. 


Thecommon people they did throngin flocks, 
Dewing their boſomes with theiryernfull teares, 
Theirſighs wereſuch as would haue rent the rocks 
Theirfaces ful of gricte,diſmay and feares, 

Their cries ſtroke pittic in my liſtning cares. 

For why?the groancsare lefle at hels black gate, 
Then Eccho there did then reuerberate. 


Somecame with ſcrolles and papers intheir hand, 
I gheſt them ſutors that did rue his loſſe: 

Some with their children in their hand did ſtand, 
Some pooreand hungrie with their hands acro{le: 
A thouſand'there fate wayling onthe motile, 

O pater Patrie fil they cried thus: | 

Hattba is dead; what ſhal become of vs? _.. - 
$7122 robot ons cgi doc oigig Locne 75 ogg 
Atall theſecaies my heartwas lonedmonutd,'; -1:, 
Which made mclong to ſeethe dead mans tace: 
C2 What 


A Mataens Dreame. + 

Whathe ſhould be that was ſo deare beloued. 
Whoſe worth ſo deepe had won the peoples grace, 
As I camepreſling neere vnto the place, Sy 
Ilookt,and though his face were pale and wan, 

Yetby his viſage Idid know the man. _ 


No ſooner did I caſt mine cie on him 

But in his facethere flaſht aruddie hue, 
Andthough beforchis lookes by deathweregrim, 
Yet ſcemd he ſmiling to my gazing view 

(As ifthough dead, my preſence ſtill he knew:) 
Secing this change within adead mans face, ' 

I could not ſtop my teares, but wept a pace. 


I cald to minde howthat it was a knight, 

That whilomeliu'din Englands happie ſoile, 

I thoughtvponhis care and deepe inſight, 

For Countries weale,his labour and his toile © 
He tooke,leaſt that the Engliſh ſtate mighrfoile, 
Andhow his watchfull thought from firſt had beg 
Vowedto the honor ofthe maiden Queene. 


I cald to mindeagaine hewas my friend, 

And held my quietas his hearts content, 

What was ſo deare, forme hewould notiſpend,. . 
Then thoghtI ſtraight, ſuch friends are ſeldom heng 
Thus ſtill from louato loue my humor went, ' * 


F 


1Ce, 


ol aydens Dreame. > 
That pondering of his loayltie {o free, 
I wept him dead, thatliuinghonord me, 


At this Aſtrza feeing meſoſad; © 

Gan blithly comfortme withthis replie, 
Virgin(quothſhe)no booteby teares is had, 
Nordoth laments ought pleaturethem that die, 
Soules muſt haue change fromthis moralitie, 
Forliuing long ſinne hath the largerſpace, 

And dying well they findethe greater grace. 


And ſith thy teares bewzaies thy loue(quoth ſhe) 

His ſoule with me ſhaltyyend va&@xhe skies, 

His liucleſſe bodjeT'will teaueto thee, 

Let that be carthde andzombde in gorgeous wile, 

Ile place his gh6ſt amongſt the Hierarchies: 

Foras oneſtarre ahdtherfarexceeds, ' 

So ſoules in heauen ke placedby cir deeds 
EEOC 


With that me thought within her golden lap, 
(This Sun-bright Goddeſle ſmiling with her eie,) 
Theſoule of Hatton curiouſly did wrap, 

Andin a cloud was taken vp on hie. 

Vaine Dreamesare fond,but thus as then dreamt 1, 
And mote methoughtI heard the Angels ſing 

An Allcluia for to welcome him. 


As thusattendant faire {ſires flew, 
The 


A Maidens Dreame. 
The Nobles, Commons,yeaand euerie wight, 
Thatliving in his life time Hatron knew, 
Did dcepe lament the lofſe of that good Knight: 
But when Aſtrea was quis out of ſight, 
Forgriefe the peopleſhouted ſucha ſcreame: 
That Iawooke and ſtart out of my dreame. 


FINIS, 


